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Having put bondage to bcd(so to speak) 
in the last issue, we would like now to turn 
to- a few other topics and general themes. 

The Gazzettc is now compiling an O.C.A. 
image file issue. Students and Fauculty with 
any visual images of any sort are welcome 
to- contribute. Nothing will be rejected and 
all material will be returned. 

Images may be dropped off at the S.A.C. 
office(76 McCaul, second floor) on Mondays 
and Wednesdays between noon and one pee em. 



ERRATA 

The Student Annual 1975/76 includes 
a short story about Mr. Eric Friefield, chair- 
man of the Fine Arts Dcpt. The story is told 
in the first person but does not have a by-line. 
It was not the intention of the author, Bruce 
Richards, to imply that Mr. Friefield wrote this 
story himself and we apologize for the ommision 
of a by-line. 



PUBLISHED BY THE NEW CENTURY GAZZETTE FOR THE 
STUDENTS ADMINISTRATIVE COUNCIL OF THE ONTARIO 
COLLEGE OF ART 1971 ^> 





" ... omigod ohmygod oh 
my gawd oh jesusstcw what'rc you doing here? 
his ghostly face hung out the door with tiny eyes and a mouth 
you could walk through oh i live here oh so but it became cool because he 
was a wild oncoh he was in retreat right now oh he was being a farmer nowoh thats groo- 
k vy oh yes well he was an artist but school was over he's working it all offoh 
christly balls shut up and give me the mailoh we were great oh we were a new 
audience for him oh he could swagger out his stories fresh off the vine ahyup oh my gawd horse- 
laugh haw oh jesus we told him a beaver joke while he was eating some whipped (thats important) 
cream plasticpic the gov guffawed in mid-mouthful spraying whipped (important) cream in our hair oh that be- 
came another story oh but he was doing sterile work never mindoh needed another name oh who am i now he 
asked oh i'm sick of being an oh artist and oh farmers just don't work out oh jack hceshy was living with us 
then oh he finally announced at breakfast that he had slept with a warm body and it wasn't a girl oh he decided 
oh i am hceshy now you arc not oh we most certainly aren't oh hceshy kept us laughy-waughy oh burping after 
ever)' mcaloh she was social oh a cute blemish oh don't be fobbed off the story's almost there oh she finally 
filled us full with stories oh had to dress up to find friends oh a little rouge here a little bruise there oh invited 
the parksidc two hundred flutters to a party oh four dollar fifty wedding dresses promenading in oh christ that 
was a beauty oh our time is almost up ink is running slow so she threw us away for another day oh i saw her 
the other day oh nobs her nipples were cut out for show oh nips hello hello oh she cuts a fine figure oh whips 
them with a fine feather oh yes i videoed her the other day oh hi ho silver buckle has her own stable now my 
gawd i didn't know people did this sort of thing i wonder oh no you don't oh my gawd oh 
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OPERA'ITONAL PROCEDURE 

select scene yon wish 

tosymha-skrtrh 





Kids punch out perfect parabolas every time at lasi the Ktcha-Syntha-Skctch frees you from ma mud dexterity 

at play-time with an eye out for future work-time hut back to present time XMAS close and dosing. 

Available in M and X pressionisi modes 






Original by Tom Thomson 



non-svntha Ktcha-skctch 



Elcha-synlha-skcich 



BASTARDIZING WRITING KXPI-RLMKNT 



traduit de la mcrdc francaise par l'autcur 



The young poodle dog strolled carefully along the walkway, trying to discover an objective. It is ignored by 
the human realities of life for it has its own realities, dog realities, to ponder. 

It happened to come across the warmth of the sun on this particular day which made it perspire, its hair a 
burdening heat blanket. It then commenced to "pissc" against a tree. The golden fluid stained the tree and gave 
it a distinctive annoying odor. Young children who were watching came over to observe. Their young 
bodies quickly retreated when they caught scent of the smell of urine-stained bark. Billy, one of the children, 
was being laughed at now by the others, lie had "pisse" his pants, the stain being presented in display on the 
crotch of his pants. 

Oh, how the human being is humiliated by the young children of its race. And so now we must stop to ask 
ourselves do squirrels mate and if so, what happens to one if it is raped by a monkey? We need to know the 
answers in order to distinguish between animal society and the human evolutionary cycle. 

What is animal socicty?It is where senseless minds are imprisoned in ridiculous anatomical structures, 
where foul odours and cxcrcmcntal logic is reality and where the objective is from here to there, and in 
and out and no more. 

What is the human evolutionary cycle? It is where man is the evolutionary, where man is classified as human 
animal and related to animal socity. 

I, Artcau, have been asked by dogs and horses, cats and cows and every other species in animal society to 
stand up for their behalf and present their rights of freedom of action to the human animal. And though I 
remain neutral I did happen to accept the proposition and now address to you, human animal, that all animals 
have rights on this planet to exist with freedom without the rights being opposed upon by acts of annoyance, 
kidnapping and murder to which are attributed to and practised by the human animal. And so, after this having 
been spoken about, I now shall have my say of relativity in animal-human societies. I, after studying the 
possibilities of relativities, have come across only three true axioms. 

1. Defecation and urination arc the acts practised by both. 

2. Vomiting, distinguished from maladies, is the practise unintentional. 

3. Sexual intercourse is the practise stressed by both. 

And here, I might add that male-female is of the norm while male-male is of the abnorm , a practise of 
domesticated animal-human societies. 

And I'd like now to quote to you a Dr. B. Hudson, professor of surrcalized science of Toronto in order to 
bring further evidence into this matter of the relativity of animal-human societies. Here he narrates his 
experience on a field trip "I had just arrived in the forest green when my binoculars were thrown suddenly 
into the river. I noted a slight upheaval of the sky when it started to rain but I didn't care less, for I had my 
work to do, and besides, it was a sunny day. I watched intcntively two birds being destroyed by a raccoon 
for treasonous acts to which then I had the misfortune of coming, to where that I can't say. Only after removing 
the seminal stain from my crotch with nail polish remover did I begin to listen to some clams on the seashore 
snore. I thus performed a little trial experiment by urinating on them to observe the molecular reactions that , 
arc set off when urine and sunlight, both wonderful energies, meet on a clam plane. But then my wife came 
over to watch my experimentations. Thus, I couldn't resist the paths that lead one to discovery, so I grabbed 



her and pulled down her drawers in order to reveal the light of her voluptuous ass as opposed to donkey to 
which tears leapt into my eyes when my gaze penetrated its "ho"; And then I knew that it's in this very "ho" 
where my genius lies and thus I grabbed my trusty tweezers and started pulling out "cheveux" and thrusting 
in methyl alcohol but then a disaster came about. The methyl alcohol I employed was set off by a fart further 
reaction and her ass as opposed to donkey exploded, blowing off one side of my face. I was thrown to the 
ground, a bleeding suffering creature. I lay an undescribable mess on the ground for days while homosexual 
wolves made shambles of my ass as opposed to donkey, further feeding my immense suffering. But on the fourth 
day I was rescued by a local farm girl who strengthened my damaged soul with vaginal warmth, lips meeting 
lips. Having been brought back to civilization, I then wrote an article on my discoveries and exploits and was 
praised and patronized for my endeavors and contributions as well as my dedication to the surreal sciences." 



ummuuiuuuumumuuuuuuuuu 



Feel my fire, feel my hates. Bathe in the debauch, curse the infernal skies. I see only to well, but am 
blinded by the sickness of existence. Give mc my eyes that seer and maim whoever they see. Give mc my mind 
the storebox of a thousand dreams But yet 1 ask who can give mc my freedom? What is it lliat prevents 
me from attaining it when I have need of it?Sacrcdncss never was the key that could unlock my heart, 
concealed behind a hundred furnaces.. .fuel only for the inner depths of my conciousness and the destruction 
of all that I see. ..destruction of all that I feel. Mind justice, why notPThcrc is no love to cleanse my wounds 
that never seem to heal. But yet, how can they when they are being repeatedly ripped opened from time to 
time.. .tins endless lime...lhat flies so fast. It will be gone before I know it, now give me back my thought 
sword. I have to destroy the stink and slime that only I can see. 

A muderer's vengeance I shall inflict upon this cursed fabbit to make way for my tastes.. .that were created 
from within...riever from without. Annilatc the sewer of reality, I scream or else the smell with intoxicate.. 
inebriate.. .warp and distort. 

Excape inside. Hide behind closed-closet doors and open these new lights of these much forsaken heights. 

Become, I say, criminal of mind... or risk becoming an inactive bulb... a bread mold of life interwoven 
between its many shapes and disguises. 

But am I not not also trapped too?My soul says no. It wants to kill all that it feels. But she says 
yes With her presence. You have no soul. I am vour soul, Liar! Bitch! Deceiver! I am me, the villain, the crimina 
of mind. Come fear my wickedness. She approaches with a weapon.. .her weapon, a smile. Always that smile. 
Tall but not without her weapon. 

Why don't you fear me?Can you not sec thgt I am beyond ihc average reality? You must join the others. 
They say that I am crazy, you must too. But her smile says no... I am not criminal of mind.-.just victim of mind- 
only the lonely seeks this form of gratification... 

But the furnaces begin to blaze.. .burning through these lies. Her happiness must sec suffcring...must feel 
suffering. I breed in it. It creates mc. She will sec me as "lc fou" that I am. I begin to approach her... 
my mind burning like fires in hell. ..like raging torments never before beheld! 

But she smiles anew. Love explodes from my heart. I fall to my knees, wounded and defeated. She knew! 
She knew! The slave of passion that I am! 

Arteau, sieur dc la tour. 
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Qyotes 



Art is of course the great theatre for the substantive enactment of the drama 
of cerebral man in controlled motion. 

-Gary Michael Dault 



Knowlege in Art is not knowlcge 
Learning in Art is not learning 
Ignorance in Art is ignorance 
Art-schooling is not schooling 

-Ad Rcinhardt 



What you see is what you sec. 

-Frank Stella 



Much of the confusion in the Art world today arises from the failure of the 
cultural establishment to recognize, once and for all, that elitism and permanence 
arc dead. 

-Alvin Toffler 

Our awareness is all that is alive and maybe sacred in any of us. Everything 
else about us is dead machinery. 

-Rabo Karabckian 



Art, 1 suppose, is only for beginners, or else resolute dcad-enders, who have made 
up their minds to be content with the ersatz of Suchncss, with symbols rather 
than what they signify, with the elegantly composed recipe in lieu of actual dinner. 

-Aldous Huxley 



My beer cans had no beer in them. 

-Jasper Johns 
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Recently John Cailo ami Rob Sikora interviewed the Ramoncs at the New Yorker theatre. All the Ramoncs 
were there along with their manager Danny Fields (previously manager of Iggy and the Stooges). 
AH were really nice, not at all what one might expect from their media image and couldn't of 
been more helpful. 

The Ramoncs lineup is Johnny (Guitar), Joey (Vocals), Tommy (Drums) and DccDce (Bass). 
All with the second name Ramonc. 



Q. What do you think of all the CBC guys with the T.V. cameras? 

DeeDee: We like that! Wc like that! 

Tommy: Taking pictures of us? We like earners. 

Q: Do you like playing dances? 

DeeDee: Dances? 

T: Ych! Well we don't play dances. I mean you can dance to our music, but we like to sec people bumping 
up and down, we like to sec them looking at us! 

Johnny: Do they still have dances or do they just have DISCO? 

DD: Well I personnaJly like it when they look at me, you know. 

T: Well I like them bouncing up and down, watching you, not er it's a show.. .not a dance. 

Q: The magazines and media are playing you up along with the New York punk rock scent*. Do you want 
to be identified with that or do you want to be just known as the Ramoncs? 

T: Wc are definatcly the Ramones! 

But, er the scene is offering us exposure so wc welcome that. I mean but everybody knows that we're 

very different from every other group in that scene, so that doesn't matter, we're getting good exposure 
from it. 

Q: Don't you worry that with everybody lumping it all together, that people who haven't heard you don't 
know what's going on? 

Danny Fields: Right, they make it seem you're the same as every other group they mention from New York. 
You read a review of CBGB's album and they say ,oh it's all punk rock. 

T: Do you get a lot of English press here? Well the English Press has been different from the American press, 
well for some strange reason they've been harping on our dumbness or our stupidity which wc have nothing 
to do with, you know, in other words whether we're stupid or not is immaterial, I mean that certainly is 
not initial to our music, our music is exciting, it's loud and rock V roll and has absolutely nothing to do with 
stupidity per say, now, if they look at our intclligance and our songs instead of just going stupidity then it's 
obvious that there ain't no other group like the Ramoncs and there ain't no other.... P criod< I mean there 
may be punk rock groups all over the universe but there ain't nobody like the Ramones! 

J: Yeh, it's funnv. like in New York there's like a few headlining groups but they're all different from 
each other. 

Q: Yeh, like in Melody Maker, they'll say Television and the Ramoncs together and they're totally 
different. 

J: Have you heard TeIcvision?They're nothing like us. 

Q: Well, somebody who hasn't heard them might get the impression that you're both the same. 

T: And it really is a shame, I think there's a chance that people who'd like Television come to see us 
and think they won't like Television, they get a certain idea while people who like hard rock and go tee T« 

and think the Ramoncs arc like Television, and it should be cleared up and I hope it will be beca 
obviously there's very little similarity between us except that we play at the same place. 



Q: Do you think there's a chance that Rock as it was will ever come back ? 

T: I don't think things can happen again, period, that is to say repeat itself, things happen kind of spontaniously 

Q: Not again, but rcsuface there's always been kids playing what they want to play. 

T: That's what we do, we just got together to do what wc wanted to do and that's what it's about. 

J: Well it seems to be resurfacing kids will just do what they want to do and maybe get a better chance at making 
it, like within the next year or two.. There seems to be just... cr... a ray of light. 

Q: How do you find the record companies are treating the bands in New York? 

T: Well as of about a month and a half ago they're opening their wonderful arms, it's just 

back-lash from like the early 70's when they signed so many people that the market just got saturated 
and they went into a reversal where they wouldn't sign anybody and now Uu-it very cautious but they are 
looking. 

Q: Do you think that by following a minimaJistic approach and concentrating the energy you're 
creating a new shade of art. 

T: What we're trying to do is play good music. We're not playing a sculpture of music or 

anything like that, we'e playing what we like to play and it comes down to that. Rock and 

roll got started cause people got tired of listening to Patty Page and orchestrations of Mitch Miller and they 

wanted to get down and ...(mimes rock beat).. and people called that savage and raw and back in the jungle 

and all that stuff and I mean I'm not saying we're doing the same thing right now but it's still rock V roll. 



At this point the Ramones leave. Danny Fields slays to talk some more. 

Danny: ...and the MC5 and now what you get like in the British press is you know that this group doesn't 
compare with the MC5 and the Stooges and the Velvet Underground you know it's such crap.. .it's the 

same people when those bands were out they weren't giving nothing not an inch. They went "what's 
this garbage". It always happens it's certainly a trend with the press, the critical press that last weeks thing 
is great and this weeks thing suck's and last week, last weeks thingwasn't so great but now it's cool. 
Well we see that a lot if you follow the critical response in New York in any kind of popular art or movies 
or anything just remotely Avant-Gardc you always get that. 

They've got very short memories they say wc really loved the Stooges back then, where were vou 
when the Stooges needed you man?Wherc were you when Iggy needed you because you know it may 
be too late for him now, it was mainly inspiration rather than any identifiable thing, it lives on in the heart 
of another generation. He could never do what he did then, he doesn't have a band, he doesn't have the youth, 
he doesn't have....hc can't do it again. But, people always ask me that about Iggy. Do I think he's got a chance? 
Well it's almost irrclevent. He made history, it's very hard to make history on that level and then 
you know, but I don't rule it out because he's a great singer, he's got a great voice and he's a great interpreter 
and so he could very well come back. I know a lot of stuff he's doing now is according to his old band, 
softer than the 1968 Stooges I can't imagine that he could go on a stage and redo what he did 



COUGIITRY RETROSPECTIVE (ST.CATHERINES) 

October 27,1976 J>y H.'Ellen' Dek/ass 

Deklass travelled to StCatherines to see the exhibit^rriving at noon. The first stop was the 
Sunset Restaurant in the downtown area. While in the restaurant we enquired about the location of 
the Art Gallery. Of eight people we asked, no one knew where it was. We felt that this information 
or the lack of it, was somewhat pofound itself. Later, driving along the city streets looking for the 
elusive gallery, we asked pedestrians where they thought it was located. There were a few guesses 
but no one really knew..... the situation was becoming distressing but not without a great deal of 
laughter on our part. Finalfy we saw a mailman: 'ah ha I The mailman must know." Art gallery ? " 
the mailman asked with a puzzled look. Well how about Rodman Hall? Rodman Hall, yeah I guess 
they might show art stuff at Rodman Hall, yeah well you go back down the way you came and.....' 

We finally arrived at the Art Gallery. The retrospective was set up so that the viewer sees 
Coughtry's work in chronological order, showing work from 1955 to the early seventies. 

The earliest painting of the exhibit 'Afternoon Sunlight' and 
'Interior Twilight* have a formalistic sense of design. 

Strong vertical and horizontal movement. The colours arc soft 
and luminous, reminiscent of Bonnard. 

The paintings done in the late fifties get increasingly darker, 
more enclosed, they have strong variations of tone, bright blues and purples flashing 
out throughuhe darker tones. The design in the later paintings is no longer as form- 
jlistic as in the early ones. The vertical and horizontal movement is now replaced by 
slashing diagonals. 

From 1961 on, Coughtry stops using the strong contrasts of 
tone. Although the paint is tonally lighter he maintains a heaviness in his work, thick 
atmosphere, like Giacomctti's work. 

His later paintings,(late 60's) demonstrate a definite and precise 
change, colour naturally evolving with controlled but loose forms;-fccl wet- like going 
swimming. Definitely H„0 

I get an incredible feeling of water 

(mid-sixties painting) 

I like to get right up to the painting and look at it from four 

inches. 

For Coughtry to wurk for me I have to br hark 8-10 fcct,it*s 
[hen that the colours start to vibrate. 

Marcus likes them from 21 feet. 

Up close they're like sculpture, like modelling. 



Thats because Coughtry is such a sloppy fucker, gobs his paint 
on thick and emotional, get back and look at it vibrate. Stare at that painting for a 
couple of minutes. 

foil could really live with that painting. 

Combined greens, oranges and blues arc'not my usual colours 
but here they're laid back. 

Which colour comes out furthest for you? 

Those three red dots. 

No mud, except some intentional heaviness, the green seems to 
be the special ingredient, it makes the other colours sing but docs'nt get too heavy or 
predominant, not even in the green water painting. 

The late 60's paintings arc landscapes with figures as horizon. 

A perceptual jump-figure ground juxtaposition. 

The couples paintings are almost obscene, finger licking 
good. Makes me glad Em painting. 

Look at that hard edge there. 
Hard Edge screwing. 

The Honesty is so out front. Hanging an incredibly viscious 
screw on a gallery wall. 

Where does it goiLet's leave formal balance. Where is it? 

Coughtry docs'nt participate in the reductionist school 
of painting. 

What can you do now? Painting is done. You can go sideways, 
backwards but where forward? 

I find that all good has an undeniably powerful force within 
itself. 

How did you end up coming to Toronto? 
-I took a bus. 
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SAPPHO MUSKS ON THE SILL 
PROJECTING IIKR PKKPI.KXI I IKS TO Till: 

WINTKR GRKV IIIKOCGII Till. GLASS 
DREAMS PERHAPS THAT SNOW HAS ll'RNKI) TO GRASS. 



ANI>I.ANGUSllW)ON Till'. ll'RNACI. VENT 
MALI SKKMS TO RKCOI.LKCI' 

OK CRAZY SIAMKSI. SUMMERS SPKNT 
IN SAMARA SIN 

CRYING A I llll. NECROPOLIS MOON. 
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THE HAGNIFIDIOUS PSRPUNDGRUUS OF ENGLISH LlTKItATUKK MADE 
MOKB LAVISHLY LUCID IN THIRTY L£^SONi 01! YOUK MtfNKY HACK 



Li-iibON X: The Guests and Gators of Norm. . .Lowe! 1 Fox, 1065 



-I- 

1 thu guests have been invited 

to gavotte until its niglited 

3 when the alligator woiien »vili 

perform. 
from -cross tlie sands of tii.it-, 
thru quicksilver anu thru lime, 

6 tney will slip into the great 

aby^s of Nona. 

chorus : 

on keys of ly pe they d.wiced 

all day 
beneath the hot sun'.-, etouy. 
tbey eacii thought all to be 

a brother 
and toanted one another. 
-114 

7 the Kin^j of \orw 's alighicn, 
and his stockings have been 

rioted 

9 so he c.«n spea\ u vrottl or two 

without c »iige.*>tio ( i. 
"Lets resin;; tne \itn,o autneiii 
as we gavouble on a transom 

12 unci together [flip into Hit? eyes 

digestion. 
-III- 

13 the .ii i i .ator woi.icn 

their mouths all full n brimuin 
15 burst upon the scene as ^oon as . 
moon 
ucumed on tne throng of happy 
punch-drunk and hashslnppy 
IB and j^Un all the throng on 
Nornty Uune. 
-IV- 
the King of AoXtt all puffy 



19 
21 



24 

25 
27 

30 
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smiled on the moonlit alligators. 

tho twenty feel in height 

tney were a graceful night 

as tin-., pr.inceu about the ueucrt 

n.i-,1 I Ik .i t re . 

»v- 

at the stroke of equinox 
the guests all picKed up rocks 
in the shauows of tlie alligator 
w women, 
and always as in past 
they ate them to the lust, 
as a gesture to the god of vigor 
vioiin. 



chorus: 

on keys of type they danced all 

night 
go-going with all their -night... 
beneath the ueserts heavenly sky 
while shooting stars went uy. 
-VI- 
31 ah, woe of weathered time 

has mesmerized my rhyme 
33 but I shan't forget the feathered 
Ki-ig of Nom 
nor the alligator wonen 
witn mouths ulJ full n brim..iin 
3b nor the realm of Normy I'une and 
desert warqu 

PHOJ .C'lo TO TiLL rih. CLAb-»: 
Make a co.ifortable tank for swimi.iing; 
next cut out a large pastel-shaped 
flower; out of cardboard; now *.-,-;■ tch 
the sunlight carefully fold a l^ige 
goose out of the flower of cardboard. 
How in tlii , perverse? 

Essay Questional 

1.) in relation to Motive, purpose and 
theme, what reason can you give for this 
gathering? 

2.) compare line 30 ao the main line of 
this poem with line 30 of any other 
poem. Line 12? 

3.) "hut do you think the poet w«s 
saying? How can you use these prin- 
ciples of life in your everyday life? 
an dates? at summer camp? 
4.) why ug you suppose there is no 
mention of ^eese or cardboard Il.iwers 
in this ,ioem. How, then, en )uu explain 
the abseaoe of obvious reierences to 
illicit sexual practices? 
5.) would you rather read this in a pay 
toilet or a i ree drive-in? iVhy? 
6.) what kino of music do you think the 
alligator women danceo to? A'hy? 








tape is blank approx. 1 inch cither 
end (for your splicing convenience only] 
Ik aire to splice blank tape out 
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